108       THE "HEART'S DELIGHT"
Of the fighting sort with the ready blow.
On the sea 'tis our golden rule, * Knock 'em and shock 'em and take 'em in tow.7
All else is the work of a fool."
And so on that morn when fold by fold The storm rack up from the Channel rolled, The "Heart's Delight" led the British van, Commander Jack Malvern, the riding man, The Master of Hounds, who'd ne'er been afloat In any vile cockleshell tub of a boat.
The Dutch drew out from the low French shore, A hundred ships and something more, "With Tromp and De Ruyter in command, Sfcern of heart and heavy of hand. And ready to fight us shot for shot, And to give as good as ever they got. And we had but sixty.   u What care we," Old Monk had cried, "bold lads of the sea? Ours the weather gauge.   Let the wind hold true, We'll teach the fat Dutchmen a lesson or two."
The waves crisped white to the roaring blast, Which swelled each sail and bent each mast. The decks heeled o'er till the mainyard dipped, And the hold was awash with the seas we shipped.
Sir John clung tight to the quarter-rail. His breath came short and his cheeks were pale, As he cried, " Odds truth! the bucking jade, She's a cross-grained devil as ever was made."